
Johnny McKay 
baits the trap 
Dan Troop sets for a killer. 




Marshal Troop and Deputy McKay return 
from a trip to find the citizens of Laramie 
massed into a posse and riding out in search of 
an Indian youth whom they accuse of murder. 



But believing the boy is innocent, Dan sends 
Johnny McKay on a planned mission which 
will bring the real killer out into the open 
and into the arms of the waiting law. 




Johnny McKay laughs off a warning that 
a woman's dream forecasts certain 
disaster for him . . . 



But when Marshal Dan Troop hears her 
dream of a robber's hide-out, he takes a 
chance and investigates. 



EaULi ONE ft\QRHMG> IN LWiaMlE, \ 
WfOMIN6, A YOUNG SIOUX INDtdN 
COUPLE RlDE INTO TOWN, UNAWHet 
THAT THEY ffBE MEflDf P FOR 
TROUBLE.. 




STAND EASY, QUIUA .' ONE 
MOVE ANP YOU'RE AS GOOP 
, AS DEAP 
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nELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMIC! 




j£B CRAWFORD WAS MURDERED / 
LAST NIGHT i AND YOU KILLED 
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I DID NOT KNOW... I DID NOT 
HAVE ANYTHING TO DO WITH 
THIS TERRIBLE THINS I YOU 
MUST BELIEVE ME | 



JEB CRAWFORD WAS MY FRIEND... 
HE GAVE ME A JOB,.. I HAVE 
BEEN LOYAL TO HIM FOR TWO 
YEAW...HE WAS LIKE A FATHCR 
...WHY WOULD I KILL. A MAN 
LIKE THAT ? I HAVE NO 
REASON.. . 




WE FOUND A GOOD 
REASON .' JEB 
CRAWFORD WILLED 
ALL HIS PROPERTY 
TO YOLl .' 



HE'S GOT A BIG 
5PR6ATJ, QUILLA... 
THAT'S PLENTY 
MOTIVE FOR MURDER 




BUT I DID NOT WOltf THIS.. 
BELIEVE ME, X KNEW OF NO 
SUCH WILL... I DID NOT 
DREAM OF SUCH A THING.' 
PLEASE BELIEVE ME, MR. 
^_ DOOSON I 




INDIANS CAN'T BE TRUSTED,. 
NO MATTER WHAT.' SAVAGES, 
THAT'S WHAT YOU ARE .' UE~ 
WAS A F OOL TO TRUST VOU 





BETTER KEEP AN EVE ON HIS 
WIPE, N&YLOR...HE MIGHT TRY 
ANP CIRCLE SACK TO SET HER 



The ffsi&gy CITIZENS thunder our of town . 

IN PURSUIT OF THE FLEEING MM. .. 




LET'S 60 J WITH OR WITHOUT 

WE'R£ yOU, MARSHAL, WE'RE 

WASTING G01W6 TO GET WN\ '. 





VOU HAVE A WIFE TO CONSIDER, 
QUILLA... RUNNING AWAY WON'T I 
HELP YOU .' I WANT TO HELP 




I. ..I WAS FRIGHTENED.,. \ THERE'LL BE MO LVNCUlNG 

THE WAY THOSE MEN ACTED AS LONG AS T« MARSHAL, 

',. .LIKE THEY WEREGOING SON.' NOW SUPPOSE YOLi 

TO LYNCH ME i J "TELL US ALLABOUT IT... 




TUtBE'5 NOTHING TO TELL .' , 
NIKA AND I CAME R1DIN6 
BACK FROM SIOUX COUNTRY 
AND WHEN WE GOT TO 
TOWN WE FOUND OUT m ^ 
MR. CRAWFORD WAS . MR 
06AD.' THEY SAID I ^ 
KILLED HIM .' Hfa 


15 IT TRUE 1 
ABOUT HIM 1 
WILLING HIS 1 
PROPERTY 1 
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THEY 5MD SO . . . BUT TODAY I 
WAS THE FIRST I KNEW 
ABOUT IT .' I SWEAR IT -' 



YE5,SIR.' AND I HAVE NO 
IDEA WHO MI6HT HAVE 
KILLED MR. CRAWFORD... 
I DON'T THINK THERE V 
A MAN IN TOWN WHO 
DIDN'T LIKE HIM .' 



flUllLA, I WANT 
YOU TO COME 
BACK To TO WW 
WITH US... 





A SHORT T1M.ELPTEB... \ 


i 


IT'S THE MARSHAL ! 
HE'S GOT HIM .' 
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"TO FIND A MURDERER, 
JOHNNy,,.flN(> MAKE WEN 
LIKE VINCE D0DSON AMD 
FRED NAVLOR EAT 
THEIR WORDS.' 





IF I HAVEN'T, NAYlOR, YOU'RE IN 
FOR A PAS5EL OF TROUBLE .' I 
WANT YOU TO LEAVE OUIILA ALONE.' 
GIVE ME TIME AND I'LL FIND THE 
REAL MURDERER I 




BUT YOU BETTEE MAKE 
IT PAY OFF, OR I'LL HAVE 

, YOUR JOB .' 


I'VE HEARD 
THAT BEFORE ! 
NOBODY'S TAKEN 
IT AWAY YET .' 
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MARSHAL, YOU POUGHT 
Hi THE INDIAN WARS .' 
HOW COME YOU'RE 
STICKIN' UP PORTHAT 
REPSKIN, ANYHOW a 



BECAUSE HE HAS 
RIGHTS JUST LIKE 
ANYONE ELSE .' AND 
ON TOP OF THAT, THE 
WARS ABE OVEC ' 




DO YOU HAVE AN \ No.,. 6UT JEB'5 WILL 
IDEA, MARSHAL 3 J M16HT GIVE ME o«E ,' 
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fl/flf NIGHT..* ] NO...ONLY THAT JEB CRAWFORD 

WAS A THOROUGH MAN .' HE 
FIND ANYTHING | COVERED EVERY POSSIBLE 
YET, MR. TROOP? I LOOPHOLE ANYONE WOULD 

HAVE WHO TRIED TO CONTEST 





SURE TAKE A PRETTY 6IZE OF CHANGE TO ) 
BUY UP THE CRAWFORD 
RANCH .' NOT MANY 
FOLKS AROUND HERE 
HAVE THAT KIND OP 
MONEY .' 



ONLY ONE THAT 
I KNOW OF .' 
ANO THAT {£ 
FRED NAYLOR I 



HE ALREADY OWNS 
MOST OFTHERANGELAND 
AROUND, MR. TROOP .' 
WHAT WOULD HE WANT 
WITH WORE 1 



IT'S HARD TO SAY, 

JOHNNY.. -BUT SOME 

MEN JUST KEEP 

GRASSING FOR 

MORE ALL THE 

TIME .' 




YOU'RE THINKING 
SOMETHING, MR. 
TROOP/ WHAT 
16 IT t 



JUST THAT IF NAYLOR 
15 OUR MAN, "MAYBE 
WE CAN MAKE HIM 
JUMP TO SOME BAIT .' 




SOUNDS SINE, 
BUT WHAT DO 
YOU HAVE IN 
MIND FOR 
BAIT' 



IT'S OBVIOUS, JOHNNY.' IF 

HE WANTS QUILLA OUT OF 

THE WAY, LET'S GIVE HIM 

QUILLA I 




I WILL DO ANYTHING TO 
HELP PROVE I AM NOT 
A MURDERER, AAK. 
TROOP .' 



GOOD .' THEN 
WE'LL GIVE IT \ 
A TRY / 
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BUT THE NEXT MORNING, GFTEQ d FRUITLESS SEARCH, 



THEY RETURN TO TOWN.. 



WE'LL GET HIM.' DON'T 
WOROyj THANKS FOR "THE 
HELP, BOYS.' YOU CAN 

SO ON HOWE, NOW | 





THAT WAS THE IDEA 1 
NOW, WAIT TWO 
HOURS, THEN GO 
INTO YOUR ACT 
WITH FREDNAYLOR.' 
AND MAKE THAT 

real eoop : r 



TWO HOURS LATER. 




I JUST GOT A IIP THAT 
fiUILLA IS HIDING OUT %Y 

the willow/ bend of the 
siouk river; soon as 
1 find a\c. troop, we'll * 

.. SO GET I 



NO YOL1 WON'T, 
PEPUTY .' BECAUSE 
I'M GOING TO GET 
FIRST | 




NfMLQR g'OeS TO TW£ WILLOW BEND 
"THIS IS GOING TO WORK OUT 
PERFECTLY .' THEY'LL FIND A 
DEAD INDIAN AND THE CASE 
WILL 6E CLOSED 




YOU WEAN... \ THAT'S RIGHT '. BUT YOU'LL 

WW KILLED NEVER TELL ANYONE BECAUSE 

JEB" 1 j WSOINSTO • 




AVALANCHE PASS **W^' 



V 




Slowly THE TIME PB4GS 8V,WITH no 
SIGN OF AL! AFTER ALMOST AN HOUR. . . 



LOOKS TO ME \ /LISTEN i SOUNPS LIKE 

LIKE YOUR PAL A HORSE COMING FROM 

HAS DECIPEP THE NORTH! THAT'S 

NOT TO... ' / \ THE WAV AL WENT i 

OUT OF TOWN i 




POESN'T LOOK LIKE YVEAH i LOOKS j 
ALTOMEi I CAN SEE f LIKE_A... 

THAT SHINV BADGE 

GLINTING IN THE 
SUN A MCC 





j^LET'S GET OUT OF HERE i BACK INTO THE PASS. 













WE'E> NEVER MAKE IT THROUGH THE 
OTHER SIDE OF THE PASS 
IT'S FILLINS UP FASTI ,/VEAH! SHERIFF 
WE'VE SOT TO SO BACK! A °K NO SHERIFF. 





listen.sheriff: we're not in this "- 
deal alone! the one who tippep v >ou 
off where we were. ..he's the one.. . 

THE BOSS' 




THAT'S RIGHT! AL VINCENT! HE'S SOT 
THE MONEY 1 THE LOOT FROM THE 
. BANK JOB ! 



IT SO HAPPENS THAT WE 
CAUGHT AL VINCENT JUST 
THIS MORNING! SOT EVERY 
CENT OF TIJS STOLEN 
MONEY BACK ! 




I WANTED TO TELL YOU NOT TO DO ANY HUNTIN6 OR SHOOTING IN THAT PASS ! 
SUNFIEE VIBRATION ALWAYS STARTS AN AVALANCHE THERE! BUT...ER- 
RECKON YOU BOYS FOUND THAT OUT FOR YOURSELVES ! NOW LET'S GET 
GOING BACK TO TOWN ! 
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Mori Hogan, owner of the Bar-H, was a 
cattleman from his high-crowned Stetson to 
his hand-tooled boots, and he had the same 
dislike of squatters that all other cattlemen 
had. And that sultry summer afternoon, 
when he sat his buckskin atop a gentle 
rise, looking down on the squatter shack, 
the feeling was strong. 

The squatter cabin was at the edge of a 
slash of timber that flanked a small creek 
where some of his cattle watered. 

In the back of Mort's mind was the sure 
knowledge that the time was coming when 
all of the grazing land would be invaded 
by squatters with plows and barbed wire. 
But, like others of his breed, he intended 
to do his best to keep them off the grass- 
lands as long as possible. 

Now, a short distance above the farmer's' 
shack, he saw a rider chase a cow out of 
the timber then back into it again, It must 
be one of his punchers, he thought, and 
started riding down the slope. 

As he approached the timber, he heard a 
cow bawl. He rode into the woods and saw 
a young calf scamper off into the brush. 
Then he came upon the calf's mother. 

Her head was tied to one sapling, and a 
back leg was tied to another. A boy in over- 
alls and sun-faded shirt was milking her. 
Nearby stood the boy's bony nag. 

When the youth sew Mort, he wheeled and 
ran, taking his milk pail with him. Hogan 
shouted at him as he disappeared. 

The rancher untied the cow, which was 
wearing his brand, then mounted and headed, 
for the squatter's shack, anger riding with him- 

At the shack, he knocked sharply, and, 
after a moment, a lank-faced .woman opened 
the plank door. Hogan spent a full t«'o min- 
utes angrily giving her his opinion of 
squatters in general and of those who 
would hog-tie a'man's cow and milk her in 
particular, 



"I'm sorry about it," the woman said 
meekly. "We know it was an unneighborly 
thing to do. Would you care to step in and 
talk it over with my husband?" 

Still flushed with anger, Mort Hogan 
stepped inside. The husband lay on a bed 
in one corner of the sod-floored hovel. At 
the foot of the bed stood a crude cradle in 
which lay a thin, starved-looking baby. On a 
homemade chair across the room sat the boy 
who had been milking the cow. 

"I'm to blame for the boy milking your 
cow," the man said from his bed. "The milk 
was for our baby. He's been mighty sick." 

"We just had to have some milk for him," 
the bony-faced woman offered, lifting a cor- 
ner of her apron to her eyes. 

"I've been poorly, too," the man said, "and 
. "haven't been able to leave my bed for a 
spell. We're sorry for havin' to steal." 

Mort Hogan looked again at the sleeping 
■ infant and back to the man, and 'he knew 
these people were telling the truth. And his 
mind flashed back to a particular day twenty 
years before, when he and his young wife 
had been without any food whatever. . 

Mort .Hogan was a cattleman with-a. cattle- 
man's hatred of squatters. But he was. a 
human being first. He looked at the boy 
and spoke. 

"Son, you can ride your nag down to my 
ranch house any time your ma says, and 
fetch as much milk as she needs." Then, after 
a pause, "And I can use a boy around the 
ranch who has enough rope-and-cattle savvy 
to tie up a range cow and milk her. You can 
report for work tomorrow." To the man, he 
offered, "Anything else you folks need, such 
as meat and flour, tell the boy, and I'll send 
it over." To the woman, he sympathized, 
"I hope your baby gets well soon, ma'am." 

She started to thank him, but, before she 
could speak, he spun around and strode out 
of the cabin. 
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THE BLACK \ 
EVE YOU 

got; 


WHAT BLACK EYE7 1 HAVEN'T 
WAD A BLACK EYE SINCE I WAS 
■^^^_ A KID ' 






fj} 


kJ 


f t^ 




■.;j- J 


B^"^ ■ 5 5i 


U^^* 


^B 










AND M BLACK EYE 
IS ONE Of THEfA.' 00 
YOU AMND TELLING 
ME HOW IT WILL 
UAPPEN * j 


I DON'T REWEW6ER 
THAT PART,.. ALL I 
KNOW IS THAT YOU'RE 
GOING 10 HAVE A BLACK 
EYE ON THURSDAY ( 
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^^^w 







WELL, THANKS 
FOB THE ADVICE 
...I'LL TRY ANO 
BE CAREFUL 
THAT DAY i 



11T WON'T DO 
YOU ANY GOOD, 
JOHNNY., , 
IT'LL HAPPEN 
ANYWAY.' 



BLACK 6YE... THURSDAY \ YOU'RE TALKING TO YOURSELF, 
...OF ALL THE SILLY JOHNNY .' THAT'S A BAO SIGN.' 





AW, C'MON, MR. 
TROOP,.. YOU DON'T 
REALLY THINK 
THERE'S ANYTHING 
TO IT 



YOU NEVER KNOW, SON 

...GUESS WE'LL UUST 

HAVE TO WAIT TILL 

THURSDAY AND FIND 

OUT .' 




The next afternoon, as mn troop and 

DSPUTy M<Kf)Y BIDE OUT TO MEET THE STAGE... 




YOUR BLACK EYE .' \ AW, QUIT KIPPING 
MAYBE YOU'D BETTER ME, MR. TROOP.' I'M 
TAKE THE DAY OFF SORRY NOW 1 EVEN 

TOMORROW > } TOLD YOU ABOUT IT 



SUDDENLY JOHNNY'S CONCERN FOB THE BIBBING 
HE IS TAKING IS FORGOTTEN, AS... 




AT THAT MOMENT, JUST OVER THE RiS£... LET'S HAVE THAT 
A\ONEy SATCHEL .' 



THE OUTLAWS SPUB OUT FAST... 




BE CAREFUL, MR. TROOP .' THAT 

ROCXY COUNTRY /WAKES IT EASY 

FOR OUTLAWS TO HIDE ' 




ASLEEP, MA'AM'. \ IT'S ABOUT THOSE 
l'NV IN CHARGE i OUTLAWS THAT ROBBED 
BIGHT NOW... ] THE STAGE TODAY .' I 

KNOW WHERE THEY ARE .' 





YOU MEAN THIS 
IS ANOTHER ONE 
OF YOUR DRUMS? 



CLEAR AS A BELL ...BIG 
AS LIFE. JUST CAMPING 
THERE AND LAUGHING 
ABOUT THE MONEY 
THEY 5T0LE .' 




NOTELLIN' HOW LONG 
THEY'LL STAY, THOUGH 
...YOU BETTER GET OUT 
THERE AND ARREST 
THEM. .' 




I CAN'T WAK6 MARSHAL f BOY YOU ARE THE 



TROOP JUST TO GO 
CHASIN 1 OUT TO A 
CANYON AFTER SOME- 
THING YOU MMAUW i 



STuBBORNEST 
YOUNG MAN I EVER 
MET .' WHERE'S _ 
YOUR FAITH 1 f 




I HAVE LOTS OP 
FAITH, MBS. HUG6W5 
...BUT A DREAM,.. 
WELL, IT JUST 
DOESN'T 



THEN I GUESS I'LL 
HAVE TO GO WAKE THE 
MARSHAL AND TELL 
HIM MYSELF 



ALL RIGHT, VOU \ NOW YOU'RE TALKING 

WIN... I'LL TELL 1 SOWE SENSE, SOY.' 

KWAJ 
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THE ROBBERY TOOK PLACE AT 
FIVE O'CLOCK. ..DOESN'T THAT 
MEAN SOMETHING 1 SUE 
DREAMED ABOUT TWO MEN 
SUE DIDN'T EVEN KNOW.,. 
AND SOMETHING THAT 
HADN'T EVEN HAPPENEO * 



NEVER UNDERESTIMATE THE / BUT HOW 

POWERS OF A WOMAN, JOHNNY / CAN YOU 
...THEY'RE OFTEN MAGICAL EXPLAIN — 

CREATURES 




Throughout twe morning, mn qno 

JOHNNY TRfilL THE OUTLAWS, AND ftT 
MIDDAY, THURSDAY... . 




seeking a place to nuts cover, the 

OUTLAWS RIPE UP ft ROCKY PROW... 



EASY NOW, JOHNNY \ NOW THAT THIS DREAM 
..THEY'RE PROBABLY BUSINESS CAfAE TRUE 
RGURlN 1 ON AN _J THERE'S ONt TWINS 
AWBUSH i I SbKE WISH 




MOUNTING mi UORSE, THE SECOND 
OUTLAW TflfES fl PflfiwS ESCfiPE... 





Gold was the magic word which uprooted people from the East and South and 
transplanted them in the West during the 1850's and again in the 1860's. 
However, the first gold strike in America had been made 1 wenty years earlier 
in 1830, when rich deposits were found on Cherokee lands in northern Georgia. 




The first veins proved to be vastly rich, with 
twenty pounds of rock yielding almost fif- 
teen pounds of gold. The quantity of the gold 
was enough to warrant the establishment 
of a mint at Dahlonega, Georgia, in 1838. 
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Only gold coins were minted in Georgia, 
and each coin bore the mint mark of a "D" 
much like the coins which are minted by 
the present day mint at Denver, Colorado. 
The mint continued operation until 1861 ... 
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At that date, the Confederate army closed 
in on the mint and seized the bullion that 
was stored there, using it to further their 
cause. Dahlonega mint was never reopened. 



DELL COMICS ARE 



A PLEDGE 



TO PARENTS 



The Dell Trademark is. and always 
hat been, a positive guarantee thai 
the comic magazine bearing it con- 
tains only clean and wholesome 
entertainment. The Dell code elimi- 
nates entirely, rather than regulates, 
objectionable material. That's why 
when your child buys a Dell Comic 
you can be sure it tantains only good 
fun. "dell comics abe good comics 1 * 
is our only credo arid constant goal. 

OOD COMICS 




. . *&>/ — *mati'^m^x r—=- u in ail Hn^M 
A man with many and varied duties, the genoral sl.nrok(>(;per was a busy and 
important person in the community. Besides keeping the people in general 
supplies, he served as postmaster and sometimes as town clerk, as well. 




Often the storekeeper was a justice of peace and 
performed the rites uniting couples in marriage. 



Then he also served as the judge at 
the trials of local offenders. 




His position required him to know some- 
thing about a number of things, and the 
townspeople constantly sought his counsel. 



In addition, he dispensed free medical ad- 
vice, along with numerous patent medi- 
cines to cure all ills of both man and beast! 



LAWMAN 
REACHING 
for a STAR 



One mornins, as young johnny 

M'KdY ENTERS MtiRSUflL TBOOP'J 
OFFICE.. 




